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Encounters in the Deep End 


Author's Notes: 
| needed this Halloween challenge to shake off my five-months-long writer's block. :) 


Choosing the alligator had been a mistake on Bruce's part. The flat green beast was really more of a raft than 
a toy, a cumbersome vinyl rectangle with tiny protruding feet, and definitely not built for speed. 


"Can't this bloody thing move?" Bruce kicked his feet wildly, resulting in a lot of splashing but not much else. 
"l'm getting too much drag!" 


Adrian wasn't faring much better, having hesitated a moment too long in his inflatable animal selection and 
getting stuck with the hopeless, unwanted Big Ducky. The bright yellow bird was bobbing fitfully across the 
pool, its bloated head dipping up and down, alternately obstructing Adrian's view and threatening to capsize him. 
But he paddled along tenaciously, laughing as he swept armfuls of water aside. "Come on, you twat, let's swim!" 


Dave knew from "go" that his ace killer whale had the advantage. Bruce had scoffed, dismissing it as a "rubbish 
dolphin," but Dave ignored him. First of all, it looked like a fish, that much was clear, so that alone would be a 


huge advantage in a swimming race. And it was streamlined, as sleek and curvy as a new black Porsche. 


A race with inflatable animals across a Holiday Inn pool was just the sort of spontaneous activity Dave and his 
bandmates needed to help kill the boredom of being eternally on the road. Nights were full of sweaty thrills 
under the stage lights, alcohol, and hurried sex. But the days could be quiet and slow-stuck at the hotel, young 


and restless and bored. 


Bruce seemed to take a great deal of pleasure in claiming to be so sick and tired of it all that he was actually 


going insane. 

Avwright, that's enough sunbathing, lads. Who's up for a race? 
Since when do you Ike swimming, Bruce? 

Since Im bored out of my fuckin’ skull 


Then Dave had spotted the inflatable pool toys, piled haphazardly atop a nearby chaise lounge like a stack of 
humongous colorful candy. His eyes went wide with an almost childlike glee. Look at those things.. Giant blow-up 


animals! 


Boys being boys, the three bandmates first employed the inflatables for combat practice, bashing and 
battering each other painlessly until they all escaped by doing cannonballs into the pool. 


Now, using a steady frog-style kick, Dave clutched his whale and advanced easily through the choppy blue 
water. As he advanced into the final stretch, putting some distance between himself and his opponents, he 
became alert to the sensation that he was not in control. It was nothing more than a gentle pull, a subtle 
speeding up that made the water rush over his skin a little faster. A phantom turbo boost. He shivered as if 
the temperature of the pool had just dropped by twenty degrees. 


And then it was gone. 
Cheerful by nature, Dave didn't actually care much if he won or not. He was happy just to be alive, a 
successful musician with money in the bank, splashing in a warm swimming pool with his best mates. But here 


he was, on the verge of sailing to yet another easy victory. 


The rubbery nose of the killer whale slid into the finish line and bopped the edge of the pool, immediately 
followed by Dave's fingers. 


| won, you fuckers!" He pumped his fist high in the air. "Wooo-" 
Dave's jubilant laugh was cut short when Bruce's hands pushed down with revenge on the top of his head, 


dunking him underwater. Held there for what seemed like an impossibly long time, Dave thrashed, desperate for 
a breath. Water sloshed and gurgled in his ears along with the faraway sound of Bruce's barking laugh. It was 


only a few seconds before Dave twisted free, but not before he felt his eyes stinging-from chlorine or tears 


of contempt, he wasn't sure. 


"Fuck off," he sputtered, regaining the surface. He threw a frantic punch at Bruce but missed, his hand 
smacking the water instead. "Cunt." 


"Christ, you two, take it easy," Adrian admonished, his rubber ducky hugging and rocking him gently in the 


sunny blue waves. 


Bruce snorted and thrust himself out of the pool in one muscular movement, his wet body hair slicked down 


against his skin. He could be such a wanker sometimes. There weren't even any pretty girls watching, yet he 


still had to act like a hot shot. 
"| was just takin’ the piss, for fuck's sake," he explained. 


Dave scrambled out of the pool and quickly forgot all about Bruce and his unsportsmanlike conduct. The pool 
area was lousy with kids, he suddenly noticed, and Dave didn't want any of them getting their grubby hands on 
his prize killer whale. He snatched her up and placed her gently on the ground, hoping the rough poolside 


concrete wouldn't damage her glossy coat. 

She was nearly five feet long from snout to tail, with large puffy flippers and a similarly oversized yet shapely 
feminine dorsal fin Her smooth PVC skin was taut, pitch black across her arched back, and pure white on her 
underbelly. Long white painted-on eyelashes framed the large mammal-like eyes that peered outward from 
either side of her head 


Dave could've sworn one of those big blue Bette Davis eyes was looking right at his crotch. He hooked one arm 


under her belly and lifted her up. Light as a balloon 
He'd name her Ingrid. 


To be continued. 


Alligator Ambush 


Unable to sleep at 4 am, Bruce cracked open a can of Labatt Blue and started turning the dial on the TV. He'd 
just had his dick sucked by a bosomy, voracious fan-a very nice reward for yet another successful gig earlier 
that night. Moments after he came, feigning a yawn, he'd given the girl a few pats on her backside and shooed 
her politely but firmly out of his room. Ah, that was bloody fantastic, love. Now be a Kindhearted lass and let 
me get some shuteye. 


Except that now Bruce wasn't getting any shuteye. Traces of adrenaline were still flowing through his veins, 
guitar riffs and fans' unfettered screams echoing in his ears. 


Maybe watching some telly would help clear his head. Hard to believe, but Canadian television was even worse 
than the moronic rubbish he'd seen in America. He flipped around and around the four channels that were 
coming in clearly. Chintzy-looking commercials for off-brand life insurance, B-list news anchors reporting from 


behind desks made of plywood. Blimey. Ah, an episode of Candid Camera would have to do. 


Sitting up in bed, Bruce slurped the foam off his beer and focused on the glowing TV screen and the absurd 
plot unfolding there. A crossing guard was asking, insisting really, that motorists stop to wait for an endless 
convoy of snails to cross the road. Chuckling despite himself, Bruce idly combed his fingers back and forth 
through the furry tuft of hair on his belly. Then, gradually, his hand explored further down, to the bulge in his 
tight blue briefs. He pressed down gently and slid his palm over the shaft of his cock. Curling his fingers under 
the waistband of his briefs, he spread his legs slightly and thought about having a quick wank. Sometimes two 


orgasms were necessary at bedtime- 
Whump! 


A noise like a beach ball hitting the window startled Bruce, making him bolt upright and snapping his right hand 
down to the bed. 


"The fuck was that?" he asked in the empty room. 


Slowly, he rose to his feet and tiptoed over to the sliding glass door to investigate. Bruce had never been fond 
of hotel rooms with doors that opened directly onto parking lots or courtyards. Or any type of public area. 
Firstly, it cheapened the whole establishment down to what Bruce considered "motel'-level quality, certainly not 
posh enough for international recording stars such as Iron Maiden. Also, he resented the lack of privacy and 
solitude. With an unmanned door to the outside world, any sort of lunatic fan, or worse, could just stroll right 
up and knock, peek in, or hell, even break the glass. Unfortunately, in some smaller cities, upscale 
accommodations were hard to come by. And Regina, Saskatchewan, was one such city. Regina, Regina, Regina, 


Bruce thought, rhymes remarkably with "vagina," doesn’t it? 


He was annoyed with himself to discover that his heart was still racing, and he was stalling, afraid to pull the 
drapes back. It was probably nothing. Some brat teenager mucking about. Or housekeeping, accidentally hitting 


his window with a mop. 


When he eased the curtain aside, just a few inches, he gasped at what he saw-his own frightened face, 
reflected in the glass, and only the night beyond. Eyes wide, mouth ajar. Not his most photogenic expression, he 


had to admit. "Ha," he breathed out nervously, releasing the curtain 


"Awright. No ghouls. No ruffians." He said the words out loud but it didn't do anything to calm his nerves. On 
TV, the bit about snails crossing the street was over, and now a man dressed as a snowman was shouting and 


lunging at unsuspecting pedestrians before chiding them, "Smile, you're on Candid Camera." 


Bruce was just starting to relax when he heard another noise from outside. Not as loud this time, and 
different, raspy, like metal scraping against cement. Am / the only one awake in this bloody fleabag? he 


marveled, his heartbeat accelerating again. 

Inching the curtain aside, Bruce focused his eyes on the darkness and the vague shapes it concealed. There 
among the deck chairs and collapsed sun umbrellas was the pool, and on it the inflatables, afloat and nearly 
motionless. It was a lonesome sight. The ridiculous duck, the alligator, and whale had been entirely unthreatening 


during the day but now Bruce thought they looked peculiar. Almost like they were waiting for something, 
drifting slowly on the moonlit water, watching. 


Dont be daft, Bruce scolded himself. There's fuck all out there. 


But then, what made those noises? 


Once he was satisfied that nobody was in or around the pool, he let the curtain drop back into place and took a 
few shaky breaths. 


Alright, one more peek, just to be sure. But first, Bruce snatched his jeans up from the floor and pulled them 


on, just in case. Just in case of what exactly, god only knew. 

Bruce yanked the curtain all the way back, quickly, as if trying to catch someone, or something, in the act. 

It was there. Just a few feet away. The inflatable alligator. 

Bruce clapped his hand to his chest and stumbled backwards. 

The alligator was sitting in one of the deck chairs. Not propped up like a toy, but sitting like a person. Enlarged 
claws dangled from its paws like rotten, blackened pea pods. Its skin, which had looked so green and vibrant in 
the sun earlier, was now dark, glistening like seaweed. Implausibly, its torso was bent in the middle, and 


somehow it had developed an eerie grimace, framed by three-dimensional teeth. 


Well, its finally happened, Bruce thought. Ive gone mad Beyond barmy and completely mental 


He pulled the curtain shut again, his arms feeling like clay. Could it have been some weird trick of the desolate 
Canadian moon glow to make the alligator seem so.. alive? A momentary hallucination due to extreme malaise? 


Or maybe he was on fucking Candid Camera himself. 


Bruce considered phoning Adrian to ask if he could bunk in his room, which was on the second floor and faced 


mercifully away from the pool. Adrian was a calm and sensible man. He'd help him see the logic in this. 
Someone was playing a prank, clearly. But who? 
An answer came to Bruce with the clarity of a red pen "Dave." He spoke the name with a vengeance. 


Of course. To get Bruce back for dunking him in the pool that afternoon. Dave, that creepy, grinning little 


tosser. 


It had been less than a year since Bruce joined the band, but he'd already formed some strong opinions about 
his fellow members. Quiet, even-tempered Dave had been hard to figure, but sometime around mid-April, 
when Bruce observed him for the twentieth time staring wide-eyed at the empty wall like a cat hunting for 
ghosts, Bruce had decided he was dealing with a nut. 


Dave smiled too much. He giggled at cartoons and talking puppets. He spoke to inanimate objects. More than 


once, Bruce had witnessed the guitarist pouring orange juice on his cereal-on purpose. Psychopath 

The lead singer of Iron Maiden was not going to take it lying down. Two could play this game. 

Bruce waited until daylight and then stepped cautiously outside. The alligator was floating in the pool again. Of 
course it was-it was a rubber toy and that's where it belonged. The duck and the killer whale were there too, 
resting tranquilly on the still water. Until Bruce approached, and slowly, very slowly, each lifeless animal started 


to turn to face him. 


To be continued. 


Ingrid the Inflatable 


The most potent proof that Dave had scored the night before was still recognizable on his fingers at |:00 pm. 
the following afternoon. Hungover, half asleep, Dave rolled over onto his back and sniffed his right middle finger 
as if it were a fine cigar. He exhaled a long groan of pleasure. The unmistakable tang of pussy was all over him. 
He sniffed the index finger of his left hand next. There he found an equally delicious smell-the pussy of girl 
number two. A blonde and a redhead. The memory was fuzzy but Dave could remember the pure, throbbing 
bliss of being in between those two beauties and gazing up close at their hot pussies. Canadian beavers, he 
thought, chuckling as he staggered toward the bathroom. 


While standing at the toilet, Dave noticed that the shower curtain had been pulled shut, concealing the entire 
bathtub behind a cottony beige shroud. He had never been fond of opaque shower curtains. They reminded him 
of the shower scene in Psycho, and generally of the sort of gory demise that was the fate of many a horror 
movie character. A closed shower curtain was certainly hiding something. Mildew on the grout, a lack of 


shampoo, or worse, some murderous fiend waiting to pounce as soon as Dave set a defenseless foot inside the 


tub. 


As he emptied his bladder, he looked into the bedroom and caught a glimpse of the sliding glass door standing 
halfway open, the drapes rippling gently in the breeze. Those two horny girls were probably outside by the pool 
now-or prowling the rest of the hotel, just looking for another rock star dick to suck. Too bad. If they'd still 


been in Dave's bed, naked and helpless, he would've fucked them silly again as soon as he woke up. 


Dirty as they were, Blondie and Red probably had a quick shower before they bailed, Dave assumed. A few 
puddles of bathwater dotted the floor near the tub. 


He decided to shower too. As much as he would've enjoyed leisurely sniffing his own fingers for the rest of 
the day, soon it would be time to board the tour bus and hit the road again. And there was nothing but grief 


in store for any bloke who dared ride the bus reeking of sweat and sex. 


Reaching down to flush, Dave spotted a tiny ginger-hued pubic hair on the rim of the toilet. A souvenir from 
the redhead, he thought, smiling and reminiscing. 


Instinctively, he gave his swelling cock a couple of slow tugs and shivered as he felt it respond to his touch. 
He'd almost forgotten his squeamish concern about what was behind the shower curtain when he reached 
beyond it to turn on the water. Nothing was there to bite his hand or seize his forearm-but a reclining, 
darkened form caught his eye. 


Dave gasped. Startled, his hand reflexively cupped his plump balls in a protective gesture. "Ingrid!" 


Dave laughed at himself and stepped readily into the bathtub, nudging Ingrid aside with his shin "You scared 


me. 


Behind the shower curtain everything was warm and dim. A downpour of hot water quickly suffused the air 
with steam as Dave tried to create suds by rubbing a tiny sliver of yellow soap between his hands. 


"Can | tell you a secret, Ingrid?" 


The shower pelted along Ingrid's hollow body and created a soft whisper, like rain against the roof of a tent. 
Dave noticed she didn't have a blowhole like regular whales did. He wondered how she got so full of air, and 
imagined himself forcing lungful after lungful of breath into her, feeling her get bigger and tighter with each 
puff. 


| can only sing in the shower," Dave finally revealed. 
How many breaths would it take before the pressure strained her seams to their limit and she popped? 
"How about a little Thin Lizzie?" 


A different kind of pressure was tingling in Dave's balls, pleasurable but urgent. his cock was stiff and 


throbbing. He let the water beat down on it. 
"How can we carry on, when you are gone, my wild one.." 


And there were those saucer-sized eyes staring up at him again. It was a weird feeling, but Dave was excited, 


and sometimes when he was excited he did crazy things. 


The rising waters had brought Ingrid a little closer within his reach. He lifted her up, his hands gliding and 
squeaking on her slick PVC skin. All wet, she was as smooth as a grape. Except for one thing-on her belly 
toward her tail, instead of the usual anatomy there was an erect nipple poking out-a small rubber air valve. 


Dave grazed his thumb over it. 
"Cmere a minute." 


He moved on Ingrid like a drunk date trying to steal a kiss. With no reason to be gentle, Dave shoved her up 
against the wall, her buoyancy knocking him slightly off balance. After he regained his footing, he placed his 
hands on the wall, one on either side of her, and leaned in with the full force of his body. His hard dick pressed 
forward into the softness of his new bathtime plaything. It strained under his weight as he pushed and 


squirmed, 
"Uhhgg," he grunted. 


Dave felt an orgasm building quickly. He tensed his body against Ingrid and felt the delicious squeeze on his 
cock, trapped between the tight vinyl and his own belly. He moaned. He hunched his hips. With the same power 
that had eased him to the finish line the day before, Ingrid was going to make him come. 


"Oh, fuck." 


The heat of the water had softened Ingrid's vinyl and made it more skin-like. Dave didn't even feel the urge to 
stroke his dick with his hand because it felt so good just to sink deep into Ingrid. Breathing fast, he gave one 
final thrust and didn't try to hold back. A wave of pleasure surged through him and a moment later the first 
gush of hot cum erupted from the tip of his cock. He couldn't see anything, so closely was he pressed against 
Ingrid, but he felt the heat of it. His orgasm went on for nearly a full minute while he gasped and trembled, 
his cock pulsing out everything he had until he nearly blacked out. 


To be continued. 


Room for One More 


"Piss off, Davey. No room on the bus for that fuckin’ thing." Steve stood at the top of the steps at the 
entrance to the tour bus, arms crossed. "And you're stealing private property, as well," he added in a lower 


Voice. 


Dave stood in the entranceway, his determined face turned up toward Steve, clutching his killer whale. She was 


quite a bit wider than the narrow doorway. 
"Can't fit tim through the door anyway," Steve pointed out, the corner of his mouth hinting at a smile. 


Its a girl," Dave corrected him. "I'll make her fit. Watch." He took a step forward and heard a pained squeak. 
The widest part of Ingria's air-filled body had bunted into the tight doorway, stopping him short and bouncing 
him backward slightly. 


Steve chuckled "Well, tough loss, mate. Go leave her by the pool and let's get going already.” 


Dave was resolved not to leave Ingrid behind. She was too much fun And she gave him a funny feeling in the 
pit of his stomach. A fluttery, tense sort of feeling, but not at all unpleasant. It was kind of like how he felt 
when he came across a really exquisite guitar in a shop-an instrument so powerful, so special, that, if 


purchased, would most certainly make life even better than it already was. He simply had to have it. 


Dave made a second attempt to get through the door, this time taking several steps backward to gain 
momentum first. He stormed the entrance to the bus but again was stopped dead in his tracks. The killer 
whale was simply too fat to fit through. There was a rubbery squeal as Ingrid's tumescent form wedged in 
completely. Grunting softly, Dave worked her back and forth until she sprang free. 


Steve was being so unfair. He kept a closet literally full of soccer balls and tennis racquets on the bus, for his 
own enjoyment, yet somehow there was no room for Ingrid? Little did Steve know, Dave had already smuggled 
both the alligator and the duck onto the bus when he wasn't looking. They were crammed into Dave's bunk like 
two stowaways in a steamer trunk. How he was going to sleep in that already crowded berth was a puzzle he 
hadn't attempted solve yet. But when Ingrid had inexplicably shown up in his bathtub earlier, he took it as a 


sign. 
"Don't be unreasonable, Davey. You're holding us all up now with this daft nonsense." 


Desperate for a new strategy, Dave spun Ingrid around so she could approach tail-first. In doing so, his hand 
brushed against the small plug on her underside and instantly the solution occurred to him. 


He flicked open the rubber valve with his thumbnail. 


Sssss.. 


"You wanker," Steve said in resignation. 


As Dave hugged his killer whale, she slowly wheezed out gallons of air through the opened hole on her belly 


until she had shrunk to a fraction of her original size. 
"Now she's small enough to bring on board" Dave beamed with satisfaction 


"Bollocks. | was hoping that solution wouldn't occur to you." Steve had little choice but to permit the now floppy 
piece of PVC onto the tour bus, now no bigger than a beach towel. 


"You won't even know it's here." Dave climbed onto the bus, receiving an affectionate pinch on the cheek from 


Steve as he passed by. 


"Better hope | don't," Steve replied, chortling despite himself. "And it gives me the creeps, too, Christ. Keep it 


away from me." 


Dave was in high spirits. Sometimes the world just seemed to favor him, and-although he wouldve been 


ashamed to admit-maybe he deserved it. 


To be continued. 


The Very Thought 


It became necessary to fully deflate the alligator, and the duck as well, for lack of storage space. Shriveled 
beyond recognition, they had been stashed down below in the bus's baggage compartment. There was only 


room-but barely—for one inflatable in Dave's bunk, and it was for Ingrid the killer whale. 


During the five-hour drive to Winnipeg, after playing a couple mindless rounds of cards, Dave found nothing 
better to do than get snug with Ingrid in his bunk and take an afternoon nap. 


Clive and Bruce went through the motions of another low-stakes poker game as the highway miles rolled by, 


their conversation quickly turning to gossip. 


"Would you believe this fuckin' git?" Clive asked, jerking his thumb in the direction of Dave's bunk. "It's almost 


too revolting to describe." 

"What'ssat?" Bruce asked, mildly curious. 

"Let me tell you. These two birds snuck into my hotel room this morning-" 

"Which two birds?" 

‘Im going to tell you! A blonde and a lovely ginger. Really fit, horny birds. Gagging for it too, the both of tem." 
A saucy threesome story. Now Clive had Bruce's full attention. "Oh, you lucky lad. Do tell, do tell." 

"Now, | didn't know where the fuck they'd come from," Clive began. "They looked completely fresh to my eyes." 
"Mmm, fresh birds." Bruce rubbed his hands together briskly in expectation of juicy sex romp details. 


"But they were not fresh by any means," Clive reflected and gave a slight shudder. "They were grotty as 
fuck." 


"Yeah?" 


"Let's just say.. | shagged ‘em, and, well, those buns had already been buttered. If you get my meaning." Clive 
cast his eyes in Dave's direction again. 


"No! By Davey?" 
"Yes. Listen. My bare naked prick plowed right through a massive gob of his spunk. Cor. | wanted to spew-up." 


"Disgusting!" Bruce rocked in his seat with laughter. "Was it in the blonde or the ginger?" 


"Both; Clive replied earnestly. "Two gobs. It was like popping zits, the vile glop that came oozing out of their 


cunts. And all over my cock" 

"Ugh. Well, never let a glob of another bloke's cum stand in your way of having it off, | suppose." 

"Oh, then, | made the blonde swallow my knob, straight out of her sloppy pussy.’ 

"Ah, fantastic." 

"Now that | think of it, she probably enjoyed it, the slag.” 

"But how can you be sure it was Dave's spunk?" Bruce asked. 

"Because, fuck me, those two would not shut up about him. Every other word outta their mouths was ‘Dave 
this, Dave that, he's so sweet, he's so cute, do you have his phone number..' If he was so great, why'd ya 
come lookin’ for me then? T'was a bit of a turnoff" 

"Silly twats." Bruce considered telling Clive about his bizarre poolside encounter with the inflatable animals, and 
that for payback he'd hidden the whale in Dave's bathtub to give him a fright. But it all sounded too crazy. 
Dave's really fucked us up, he has-not bad for a blithering idiot 


"Fuck me," Clive swore. "I hope he doesn't have the clap, Christ. I'll kill tim." 


As if to punctuate Clive's statement, a loud thud shook the floor of the bus. It sounded like it came from 
underneath the seats. The luggage compartment. An unpleasant prickle crossed the back of Bruce's neck. 


"ve got a better idea," Bruce ventured "You know that fuckin’ blowup fish he stole from the hotel? Let's 
throw it out the window! Remember when | pitched Adrian's shitty jeans out the window? When he refused to 
wash them and they stank to high heaven-" 


Bruce stopped cold mid-sentence. Clive was frowning at him. He had the pained look of someone who has just 


realized they are dealing with an imbecile. 

"Blowup fish?" Clive asked, chuckling awkwardly. "What are you talking about, Bruce?" 

"Did you hear that bang a minute ago?" Bruce asked, ignoring Clive's question 

"Yeah. Probably just ran over a skunk or something. Poor litle critter." Clive started thumbing through one of 
the Playboy magazines someone had left on the seat next to him. "Why don't you get some rest, mate? You 


seem kind of burnt out." 


"Yeah, awright, fine. | will" Bruce slowly made his way down the the aisle toward the sleeping bunks. As he 


passed Dave's, he shivered with disgust at the sight of a black flipper poking out from behind the privacy 
curtain. And protruding from beneath it were Dave's pale, hairy toes. 


"Going on a deep sea exploration in there, Dave?" Bruce jeered in a harsh whisper. "Dicking about with your 


blowup sex doll?" 
He would be nutty enough to slice a pussy into that thing, Bruce thought. 


Lying down flat on his back in his own bunk, Bruce clasped his hands behind his head and tried to sigh away 
some of his distress. His nostrils flared, burning slightly from the stale air inside the bus. Winnipeg. Never had 
he heard of a less enticing destination He just wanted to go home, to England, to the friendly scream of his 


antique tea kettle, logs smoldering in the fireplace, and his own comforting belongings. 


Bruce nodded off to the intermittent hum of eighteen-wheelers speeding past the bus. Inside the space of 
what seemed no longer than a single heartbeat, he slept-and then woke up with a strangled cry. He'd dreamt 
of the inflatables, their empty, shrunken bodies like boneless monsters, their warped facial features too close, 
and closer still, the chemical stench of vinyl. Gasping for breath, Bruce jerked upward and tried to shake off 
the panicked sensation of thick, plasticky vinyl clinging as tight as shrink wrap across his face. 


With five long months of touring already under their belts so far that year, there were still five more ahead. 


It seemed almost impossible to Bruce that they were only halfway through. Five more months of feeling his 


mind disintegrate, glancing nervously around every corner as they wandered the globe. 
With or without Clive's help, he thought: 
Ive got to get rid of those inflatables. 


To be continued. 


Dark Doings 


Dave wasn't napping. He was trying not to laugh, because he had overheard nearly all of Clive and Bruce's 


conversation. Modest though he was, Dave found an undeniable thrill in being a topic of their conversation 


The thought of Clive's angry red cock plunging into those well-fucked pussies and right through the big 
creamy gobs of cum that Dave had left there was not only amusing as hell, but it gave him an erotic rush as 


well. 


What was it about his cozy, almost coffin-like bunk that made him so horny?, Dave pondered. Vivid reminders 
of horizontal shags with groupies were always near at hand there-and the constant fear of being overheard, 
also a turn-on. Or maybe because it reminded him of his stuffy, closet-sized childhood bedroom and the sordid 


activities he had to conceal there as a teenager. 


Dave undid his jeans and reached inside, his hand drawn in by the heat of his erection For a few dreamy 
moments he teased the underside of the shaft with his fingertips and soon felt the unmistakable tickle that 
told him his cock was about to drip. And when it did, he was ready. With his thumb, he smeared the slimy 
fluid over the meaty bulge of his cockhead and used the rest of his fingers to gently pull back his foreskin 


Ingrid was next to him, keeping him company, her cool featherweight body bumping against his hip. In near total 
silence, Dave scooted toward her and grabbed the base of his dick. The unprotected tip, tender and pink, 
pressed gently into Ingrid's smooth vinyl. 


"Mmf," Dave moaned. 


As if in a trance, he raised himself up on his forearms, then let his body descend as he straddled her. A 
human girl would have cried out that he was too heavy, but Ingrid was resilient as a trampoline. He groped 
her, quickly locating by touch her stiff rubber ripple. First he gave it a hard pinch, then moved down to take it 
between his teeth, biting firmly until the valve opened up. A small vinyl-scented belch leaked into his mouth 
before he started to blow. Ingrid could take it. Her expanding body became rigid with air until her coal-black 
skin was as tight as a drum. After ten strenuous breaths Dave was panting and lightheaded, his cock rock 
hard. He replugged the air hole, taking care not to let even a single puff escape. 


Making love to his fully engorged killer whale, wriggling and humping against her, Dave soon felt the beginnings 
of an orgasm start to throb in the base of his cock Oh yes, harder, harder, he imagined Ingrid begging. Rub 
your big cock on me. Oh yeah, right there. He humped and humped like he couldn't stop. And then his body was 


tensing up, the pleasure overwhelming him- 


A deafening bang ripped through the bus and halted the progress of Dave's cum. Something's happened We've 
had an accident. Immediately after the bang came a crunchy grind, and a dizzy feeling of weightlessness as the 
bus fishtailed in what sounded like gravel. Dave braced his feet against the wall of his bunk, his heart frozen in 


sheer fright at careening to what was sure to be a fiery, mangled death. Seemingly in slow motion, his pillow, a 


bag of potato crisps, and Ingrid were all pitched forward and came to a rest at his feet. 
Then the shouting started 

"Fuck wot's happened?" 

"We're alright, we're alright!" 

"Just a blown tire!" 

"All hands on deck to help change the bastard!" 

"Do it yerself" 

"Fuck off" 


Dave didn't offer his services. With any luck, if he kept very quiet, maybe nobody would bother him and he 
could finish what he started. 


"You awright, Ingrid?" He patted her whale-like shape, checking for injuries. It suddenly seemed wrong to spunk 


up on her, considering she'd just been through a near-miss bus catastrophe. 


On his own, to celebrate still being alive, Dave gripped his cock and jerked it at a speed to rival some of his 
fastest guitar solos, and with no less mastery. 


Steve's commanding voice was the next interruption. "Davey! Get yer arse out here" 


To be continued. 


Breakdown 


Bruce settled his backside against the rusty guardrail by the side of the road, jiggling his foot impatiently. Somebody 
was going to have to change a tire. Bruce was prepared to supervise the endeavor-and possibly whistle some light 
background music-but his participation would go no further. He was a heavy metal frontman, not an auto mechanic. 


Plenty of sturdy blokes were on hand, roadies and such, who were no doubt far more inclined for such things 


So it came as a surprise to everyone when not a single man present seemed to know the first thing about how to 


even remove the damaged tire, let alone replace it 
Thats when Steve shouted for Dave. "Davey! Get yer arse out here." 


h the shadow of the long, silvery bus, Steve paced the pavement, glancing nervously at the ruined tire, the top of 


which reached as high as his waist. "Dave used fo work as a mechanic, you know." 

A motor mechanic? Bruce couldnt quite imagine a young Dave excelling at such a masculine occupation. 
"He'll get this sorted," Steve assured everyone. 

A moment later, Dave appeared, hopping sideways out of the bus. He was doing up the button on his jeans. 


"You weren't just taking a shit on the bus, were you, Dave?" Steve asked in front of everyone. "You know that's 
against the rules." 


"No," Dave replied with a small laugh "I undid them to get comfortable, thats all" 
"We dont need to know the details. Can you change the tire? Got a flat one ‘ere." 


"Yeah, of course. Its a three-man job, though, for a tire this size." Dave crouched down next to the wheel and 


fingered one of the lug nuts. 
"HI fetch the spare," Bruce volunteered. Suddenly he disliked the prospect of Dave getting all the credit 


When the bus driver pointed out that the spare was located in the rear of the luggage compartment, and then 
moved to unfasten the latch without so much as a blink of trepidation, Bruce's skin tightened into goosebumps. Two 
of the inflatables were in the luggage compartment as well, lurking in the dark like grotesque come-to-life toys in a 
fairytale. Bruce felt it was predetermined that some unthinkable confrontation would occur, and there, on the side 
of a poorly maintained Canadian highway. 


Hinged at the top, the large door opened upward with a metallic heave, exposing an organized chaos of duffle bags, 
equipment, and black guitar cases. 


‘Anyone got a flashlight?" Bruce asked, peering tentatively into the underbody of the bus. He was no coward. But it 
was awtully dark in there. He just wanted to shed some light on the task at hand 


İt was too late. Adrian and Clive had already sprang into action and were climbing on their hands and knees into the 
luggage hold, both wearing looks that meant business. Within moments Adrian had disappeared behind a pile of 
suitcases. "| think | see if," his deep voice bellowed, followed by silence. 

Bruce shifted from foot to foot in anticipation. He glanced over at Dave who was standing nearby but had turned 
halfway around, surveilling the wheat fields lke a scarecrow with his thumbs fucked into his belt loops and a 
carefree smile on his face. Would nothing ever wipe that smile off his face’, Bruce wondered before turning his 
attention back to the bus. With no further word from Adrian or Clive, Bruce was about to shout out to them 
when he heard a voice. 

‘Help me," a high, unrecognizable whisper cried from deep inside the baggage compartment. 

Bruce jumped back as if zapped by a live wire. 

‘Help me, Bruce.." it called again 

With an icy panic, Bruce felt certain that he would never see Adrian alive again Either the inflatables had already 
smothered him and were now digesting his body, or that he simply wouldnt be seen again, the doomed guitarist lost 
forever in the belly of the bus, scratching and pleading for help with ever-weakening moans. 


"| found it" That was Clive's voice. 


With an mplausibly wet flop, the lifeless yellow body of the rubber ducky broke through the darkness of the 
luggage compartment, flying several feet before landing at Bruce's feet. 


Too horrified to move, Bruce simply gulped at if, a mockingly impish orange duck bil the only coherent structure in 
its deflated, mummified body. 


‘Here it comes," a familiar voice announced Adrian! He was alive. "Get ready." 


Next out was the enormous spare tire, rolling deliberately off the edge of the low platform and into the arms of 
Steve and one of the roadies. 


"Got itl" Steve said 


"Why didn't you come when | called for you?" Clive asked Bruce, stepping out of the luggage compartment and 
wiping his hands on his jeans. 


"What the devil." 


Before Clive could adjust his bunched-yp t-shirt, Bruce spotted something on his naked tummy. Protruding from 
the small oblong divot of Clive's belly button was a clear rubber air valve, jutting and twitching obscenely as he 


moved He was one of them. 


Eyes bulging in shock, Bruce opened his mouth but no words could form. He felt his sanity sipping away with a sort 
of horrible smoothness. Ah, this must be why Clive favors those naff one-piece spandex getups-they keep his alien 


air valve hidden 


Bruce would never fell Nobody would believe him anyway. He offered a feigned smile to Clive and scuttled away, 
his legs feeling as weak as twigs 


Bruce didn’t speak to Steve right away, but soon it would be time to make a personnel change. After the four. 
Clive could keep his gold records, and his memories, but hed had his day in the sun 


The End 


